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Surrender 


Author's Notes: 
As far as | can gather, it is commonplace in the bandom to look on Mathias as two different people, and | can't 


help it either. 


For all the arguments he had with his quiet, cheerful and stubborn violinist-and they did have many,-Mathias 
never managed to truly win. Olli would drop the issue eventually if Mathias was persistent enough, but once his 
mind was set it seemed impossible to make him change it. He never grumbled, though. Just left it at that and 
went on, and his thoughts on the subject were his and his alone. But he never bent 


Mathias was generally a calm, laid-back kind of guy. That person that stormed the stage and roared battle- 
cries was not really him, he just gave it-him-free rein for a while. Until the paint and fake furs were gone, 


and Olli was sitting in front of him on the bus, playing a video game on his laptop. 


Warlord wanted Olli as much as Mathias did. Maybe even more. To crush him, to conquer him, to truly have 
him and own him. Those eyes set deep below the protruding forehead, that oddly-shaped mouth. Mathias would 
touch his face with gentle fingers; Warlord would pull at his hair and bite his throat. 


But neither could have what they wanted. 


Olli would smile at him, fleetingly, sling a friendly arm around his shoulders, and both Mathias and Warlord 
would feel like thrown beyond the seven gates of hell. 


It was going to end bad. 


Yet another late night of drinking at Olli's place, and Mathias just couldn't take it anymore. He was drunk all 
right, if the blurry, golden haze around Olli's head was any proof. But then again, maybe it was just the 
lamplight. Ollis eyes were sparkling with quiet joy and utter, absolute obliviousness. He had no idea what had 


been going on for months. 


With a sickening feeling of dread in his stomach Mathias slid down from the sofa. The thick carpet burned his 
knees through the fabric of his jeans as he pushed closer and buried his forehead in Olli's lap. 


It felt like falling into a deep elevator shaft. Like emptying a glass of sulfuric acid in one gulp. Like swinging up, 
and fluttering, and dying. 


And then Ollits hand brushed the top of his head, ever-so-lightly. 


Warlord set his teeth and summoned all his courage, but it was Mathias who finally looked up to meet those 


calm blue eyes. 


‘Its okay," that's what Olli said to him. "I don't. But it's okay." 


